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evening we attended a concert of massed German
bands at which the music was purely Teuton,
and Teuton of the most patriotic kind. But the
people seemed to us to listen with a certain
strange dull indifference to all this brazen woo-
ing ; and beneath the surface we seemed to hear
the whisper of a coming storm. Next day,
motoring across the country, we had occasion
to ask the way from an Alsatian peasant. The
question was asked in German, but one of the
party slipped in with French. The peasant's
face instantly lighted up. " Ah! do the gentle-
men speak in French ? " he said. " Ah! I
prefer to speak in that language myself/' So
little had all the arts of suppression succeeded
in crushing the spirit of that race.
At Stuttgart we were witnesses of a strange
event, which comes now back to memory with a
significance which was then hidden. Count
Zeppelin was then experimenting with his air-
ships, and one of those new miracles had been
advertised to start on a voyage from a spot near
Stuttgart. The whole town had flooded out in a
vast multitude to see the airship make a start;
but at the critical moment there arose a hurri-
cane of wind. The ship was torn from its moor-
ings and fell in utter wreckage and confusion in
the midst of the crowd. We arrived on the scene
just after this had happened, and met the people
returning from witnessing the disaster. What
was notable about that multitude was the pas-
sion of grief which at that moment was sweeping
over them. It was as if they had all suffered
some acute personal loss. Men and women